TUMBLING   IN   THE   HAY

or I couldn't take instructions at all." He sighed and
placed his hand over his diaphragm. He groaned
inaudibly and then raised his hand genteelly to his
mouth.

" Those gaseous waters 1"

** Coddin' apart, try one of these; they cured me.
I know what's wrong with you." The Coroner took
the matchbox, after a struggle, from his waistcoat-
pocket, which the protuberance of his belly kept
closed. " Try one of these."

" What are they ?"

" They are for the wind. I got them from" Golly
before you came in. He suffers from flatulence
himself."

" May I keep it until we are in Court ?"

Friery nodded, using his belly for an ash-tray when
his cigarette-ash fell.

" Have you got an empty matchbox ?"

Bumleigh fumbled, for he did not smoke and a
matchbox was not among his possessions.

" You can put it in your spectacle case."
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